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Summary 


“These are mine.” 


Jaskier looks up at the sound of Geralt’s voice, blinking in surprise. The witcher’s tone is 
even, and his face unexpressive, but Jaskier still tries to read into the words. Geralt is holding 
a palmful of wrapped sweets in his hand, and a quick glance reveals them to be lemon 
candies, which Jaskier loves. 


And which Geralt hates. 
He frowns, confused. 


“You don’t even like those,” he feels compelled to announce. His own lingering guilt and fear 
of being a burden after stealing Geralt’s dagger aside, it makes no sense why Geralt would 
suddenly decide to forbid candies he doesn’t even like when he’s never denied Jaskier things 
before. They’ve been to three other towns since then, and he hasn’t brought it up. Jaskier’s 
avoided any Mischief to avoid creating any problems since then, so it’s not as if he’s given 
him a pressing reason to suddenly feel the need to scold him. 


“They’re mine,” Geralt continues, splitting them between both hands and tucking them into 
his pockets on either side. “So don’t steal them.” 


(Jaskier is part fae and thus has a biological imperative for Mischief) (Geralt proves 
unexpectedly supportive about this) 


Notes 


WHAT UP WHAT UP MY 70TH FIC Y'ALL 


He hears the first whispers when he’s four years old. 


“Changeling,” says his nurse with a significant look to a maid, unaware of Julian tucked 
away in the basket at her side, peeking through the crack to determine when the funniest time 
to jump out would be. “Must be, odd child.” 


It was meant to be a fun joke, hiding in a basket, one of the things he does even when he 
doesn’t entirely know why he needs to, like putting a salamander in the butter dish before 
mama has his grandparents over for a Big Important Event. They’re mostly fun, these things. 
He does them and feels good and other people laugh. 


Now, though, he wishes he had never gotten into the basket. He doesn’t know what a 
“changeling” is, but his nurse’s tone tells him it’s something grownups don’t like. 


Julian desperately wants to be liked. 


“Poor thing,” the maid says, tutting like one of the chickens in the coop. “What do you think 
they’ll do with him? Can’t put him in charge of the estate.” 


Julian crumples the sheet he’s sitting on in his little fists, nervous and unhappy. He doesn’t 
want to do his fun jump at them anymore. He wants to get out of his basket and get his mama 
and let her kiss his face and tummy until he giggles. 


He wants to not hear these words. 


The women are called away before he breaks cover like a quail, and the moment they’re out 
of sight, he’s in motion, running as quickly as he can to his mama’s rooms. The footman isn’t 
where he’s supposed to be, and he has to jump to reach the handle before he can open the 
door. 


“Mama!” He all but wails the moment it’s open, and he hears a clatter from her bedchamber 
and muffled words that he’s heard before and knows he’s not supposed to repeat because they 
make grown ups turn funny colors when he does. 


“Just a moment, darling!” His mother calls. “Stay out there!” 


He bounces on his toes once, anxious and frustrated at the delay when he wants his mama to 
hug him and tell him it’s all okay, but mama doesn’t ask things of him unless she really 
means it, so he sits down and crosses his legs. After a moment, the missing footman emerges, 
his clothes rumpled. Jaskier raises one eyebrow. His granny always tells him that rumpled 
clothes mean rumpled character, but the footman is always nice to him, so perhaps he’s just 
having a bad day. 


“Were you helping mama?” He asks. His mama is very busy and frequently gets help from 
many men and women for long stretches of time in her chambers. He doesn’t know what his 
mama needs help with, but he rarely sees the helpers more than once, so it must be a great 
deal of work indeed. The footman turns an interesting shade of red at the question. 


“T, um-well-” He stumbles over himself, and Julian frowns. The footman is always very 
polite and doesn’t usually stumble over his words. In a moment, he seems to collect himself, 
straightening his posture and clicking his heels together neatly, giving Julian a little bow. 
Before he can say anything, though, his mama emerges from the door. She squeezes the 
footman’s shoulder briefly, which makes the man turn even darker red. 


“Back to your post,” she says sweetly, and the man trips a bit as he bows and scurries to 
obey. 


Julian doesn’t give him a moment’s more thought, darting to his mother and wrapping his 
arms around her legs, rubbing his cheek against the silky softness of her dressing robe. She 
brushes gentle fingers through his hair before picking him up. She acts like it’s a lot of work, 
groaning like she’s lifting a boulder, and Julian giggles a little as she settles him on her hip. 


“My, my, little flower,” she says with a smile, cupping his face and tracing his cheek with a 
thumb, “you’re getting too big for me to pick up. Soon you’|l be carrying me!” 


It’s one of his favorite jokes, but today he has bigger worries. 


“Mama what’s a changeling?” He asks, pronouncing the word carefully. His mother frowns 
when he asks, her easy smile fading. 


“Where did you hear that word?” 


He tucks his chin down and shrugs. He doesn’t want to get his nurse or the maid in trouble 
even if the words hurt his feelings without him knowing why. His mama sighs and carries 
him over to her window seat, settling down gracefully and arranging him to lay against her, 
stroking one hand up and down his back. 


“Mama?” He asks, whispering. When she responds, his mother’s voice is just as soft. 


“Yes, sweet boy?” 


“T think changelings are bad things.” It’s the only possible conclusion he can draw from the 
way his nanny and the maid spoke of it and the way his mama won’t respond. A changeling 
is a bad thing, and they think he’s a changeling, so he must be a bad thing. He can’t help the 
tears and sniffle the thought starts, and soon his mama is cradling him close and rocking him 
softly, shushing and cooing at him. 


“There, there,” she says, voice calm and soothing, “changelines aren’t bad things, and even if 
you were one, darling, you would still be my precious little flower.” 


“But nan-” he catches himself before he forgets he doesn’t actually want his mama to know 
who said it, “but pe-” he hiccups around a sob “people don’t like changelings.” 


“Julian,” his mama tells him, her voice firm like when she says no fourth desserts at supper 
but kind, too, like when he scrapes his knees. She gently pushes at his head until he’s sitting 
upright, sniffling. She smiles at him slightly and brushes his cheeks with her thumbs, cupping 
his face in her hands. “You, my love, are not a changeling. You are my beautiful, sweet boy.” 


“You’re sure?” He asks, so hopeful but still so hesitant. 


She kisses his nose and then does it again and again until he giggles. She taps it then with her 
finger and scrunches their faces together. 


“Absolutely.” 


It’s not until he’s a teenager that his mother judges him ready to know the truth of his birth. 
As it turns out, he’s not a changeling. 


What he is is the love child his mother conceived with a fae. 


“Love child,” his mother says with uncharacteristic sternness when she tells him, resolute 
that he won’t be called a bastard. “I conceived you in love.” 


“And my...my father?” He asks tentatively. It’s a lot to take in, enough to make his head 
spin, but it does make a few things clear. His love of spring, flowers, and fresh milk, for a 
start. 


HIs love of what he now knows is Mischief for another. 


“He wasn’t a staying in place sort of man,” his mother says without heat, shrugging. 


Well, that would explain something of his own wanderlust, something that’s followed him 
from childhood, making him wide-eyed and curious at tales of foreign lands and unique 
people. 


“Could I meet him?” He asks. If he could just meet his father, ask him questions, perhaps 
he’d be able to quiet the little voice in his head that tells him he’s wicked, that makes him 
guilty for almost all of his Mischief nearly the moment he does it. 


He’s felt wrong his whole life, compelled by a force he doesn’t understand to do things like 
replace salt with sugar and fill wig boxes full of butterflies. He’s tried to resist, especially as 
he’d grown up, but it had always made him ill, fighting against the urges. In the end, it was 
simply easier to be careful with his Mischief, to pick teases and pranks that would hurt the 
fewest number of people possible. 


(Well, he thinks with a great deal of satisfaction recalling a memory about sneaking pepper 
into Aunt Bogna’s hair powder after she boxed his ears for singing too loud, mostly the 
fewest number of people possible). 


“T’ve never seen him again,” his mother tells him, true regret written across her pretty 
features. “He said he rarely went to the same place twice, at least not in mortal lifetimes.” 


Well, Julian—now Jaskier —decided right then, perhaps he would simply have to grow up and 
go looking. 


He does grow up and venture into the world, armed with a lute and possibly unwise amounts 
of optimism, a whole entire degree under his belt to help him support himself. 


He doesn’t find his father, as it turns out. Or any fae to speak of. 


What he does find is what he quickly decides is his destiny. 


(If a destiny slightly more onion-scented and punch-happy than he anticipated). 


Geralt puts a solid effort towards trying to lose him at the start of their acquaintance, 
unknowing the entire time that tracking him back down fills Jaskier with giddy Mischief and 
only makes him stronger. By the sixth time Jaskier crashes into his camp after a long day— 
guided by whispers from trees he can hear only because he’s so giddy on Mischief—Geralt 
finally gives up and lets him remain, shoving a heel of bread at him and growling at him stick 
to his own side of the campfire. 


Very practical creatures, witchers, Jaskier thinks with satisfaction as he gnaws at the slightly- 
stale bread, to know when they’ve been beaten. 


Without the Mischief of attempted abandonment to sustain him, though, Jaskier soon has to 
figure out how to satiate his needs without eliciting too much suspicion. Geralt certainly 
doesn’t seem bloodthirsty and hasn’t said anything of fae, but he’d rather not push his luck if 
he doesn’t have to. 


For the most part, it’s mainly innocuous things he needs to be satisfied. Falling into bed with 
an eager married person suits him quite well and comes with some orgasms to boot, so he 
ignores Geralt’s eyerolls when he comes back well-fucked from assignations and keeps a 
weather eye out for anyone else looking to take a tumble. During his dry spells, which are 
very flatteringly brief when they do happen, he can usually work out something else to do 
that won’t draw too much attention to him or to him and Geralt as a unit. It doesn’t escape his 
notice that anything going too awry would likely be laid at the feet of the Butcher of 
Blaviken after all, and the last thing he would ever want would be to invite more scorn for 
Geralt to weather. He picks up smaller things when he needs them, then, using his well- 
developed pickpocketing skills to start bar fights between assholes and the like. 


In all, it’s a very well-oiled little routine he has, and he’s quite pleased by it. 


And then comes the three weeks they’re stuck in the middle of bumfuck nowhere. 


Trapped in woods completely empty because of the very creature they’re—well, Geralt’s— 
tracking, he has no targets for Mischief beyond Geralt and Roach. Of the two, one is more 
likely to stomp him to death, and it isn’t the witcher. 


He hadn’t known they would be stuck for so long, is the thing, or he would have made sure to 
let a few chickens into the inn’s kitchen or open a goat pen during a festival. But Geralt had 
been utterly silent about how long he expected them to be out in the middle of nowhere, and 
Jaskier had decided to take the risk and resist to avoid creating a scene in the tiny little village 
that had hired them to come out here in the first place. 


He’s regretting his restraint now. 


He first knows he’s getting close to his limits the morning he wakes up and feels the familiar 
tremble starting in his fingers. He makes himself breathe slowly to calm and clenches his 
hands into fists until the shaking stops. 


A few days more. Maybe just one. And then Geralt will find whatever beast has been 
harassing travelers along this stretch of road, and then they’ll be back in town to collect his 
pay, and Jaskier can steal a pie from a window or something. He just has to hold on a little 
longer. Just a little bit longer. 


And then everything will be fine. 


It is not over in a few days. 


It gets to the point that even Geralt notices that something is off about him, and if he wasn’t 
afraid that he’d get lost and die from lack of Mischief, he might take the witcher’s order to go 
back to the village to heart. As it is, he’s too afraid to take the chance and resigns himself to 
drinking down broth with horrible herbs that Geralt brews for him without comment. It’s 
nice, the witcher’s concern, but he wishes it would involve him having fewer leaves to pick 
out of his teeth. 


One morning he wakes up and lurches into the trees, doubling over at once and vomiting. By 
some rare quirk of fate, Geralt has already left for the morning to do some investigating that 
doesn’t require bards or horses, and so he at least has no witness other than Roach, who is 
quite discreet when it suits her. When he finally straightens up, panting, and sees the blood in 
the watery bile, he feels giddy with terror. He’s never resisted this long before, and now it’s 
clear that he truly can’t last any longer. 


The idea comes to him when he returns to camp and spots Geralt’s bags stacked neatly by a 
log. He shakes with nerves and regret as much as with the force of resisting his Mischief 
when he walks over to them, dropping to his knees beside the one Geralt keeps his spare 
weapons in. He has his pick of targets, but after this long, he needs a bigger Mischief, and 
stealing a weapon is all that’s really going to suffice other than stealing a potion, but he 
knows how dear those ingredients are and how deadly besides. His vision blurs with tears 
even as his fingers brush a butter-soft pommel, worn with years of use. He lets out a soft, 
pained noise as his fingers wrap around it. It’s not even hidden, tucked away in its usual 
spot. 


Geralt doesn’t expect anyone to steal it, after all. There’s only Jaskier. 


He lets out a stuttered little sob as he pulls the dagger out and darts back to his bag, tucking it 
away beneath a sapphire doublet. He sags with relief as the cool release of Mischief sweeps 
over him, and he folds over his bag like a child’s rag doll. 


He stays there for a long while, crushed under the weight of his own surety that stealing from 
Geralt of all people must mean there’s something intrinsically evil inside him, and it’s a long 
while before he can make himself get up. Even when he does, he merely staggers around the 
campsite fidgeting with things, the dagger in his bag dragging at him like a leash. He’s so 
wound up with nerves that he’s mildly nauseous by the time the witcher returns with a couple 
of rabbits in hand, appearing between the trees like a particularly scowly ghost. 


He’s going to play it cool, he decides. He can work out how to return the blade later. Geralt 
won’t even know. Jaskier will return it, and it will all be fine, and there’s nothing wrong or 
bad in him. He’s just scratching an itch. Satisfying a need. It’s no different than a fuck, really. 
He won’t bring it up. He won’t. 


“T stole from you.” 


He says it in a gasped rush of words, and Geralt looks up from his place by the fire spitting 
the rabbits, one eyebrow raised. Jaskier’s eyes fill with tears, his guilt so crushing that he can 
barely manage to get the confession out. 


“T-” He hiccups. “It’s-I have to do Mischief. It’s-” He makes a vague hand-wavy gesture. It 
occurs to him that confessing to not being quite human could be a death sentence, but he feels 
so fucking miserable about being a thief from someone so giving that it would almost be a 
relief to have Geralt attack him. “I tried to wait, I promise I did. And I never do Mischief that 
hurts people, not really, but we’ve been out here so long, and I was starting to get sick and it 
was-it was right there, and I was going to give it back, I swear I was-” 


He cuts himself off and freezes when Geralt moves in one fluid motion, and he can feel 
himself tremble with nerves as the witcher walks to him, slow and graceful as ever. He feels a 
bit like a mouse, nervous and twitchy, but it’s not like he has a chance of getting away even if 
he did run, and so he remains still. 


He tracks Geralt’s movements as the witcher kneels, taking his dagger back calmly before 
tucking it into a pocket. Jaskier half-expects a blow to follow, but instead Geralt’s free hand 
comes up to capture his face with thumb and forefinger braced on his jaw. He flinches on 
reflex, but the witcher just tilts his face this way and that, golden eyes intent and piercing. 


“You don’t smell ill anymore,” he says, voice as calm and steady as ever. Jaskier blinks. 
“Good.” 


He releases him and moves to rise, but Jaskier reaches out on reflex and stops him with a 
hand on one shoulder. 
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“But I...I stole from you,” he says in a near-whisper. “You trusted me, and I just took it. 


Geralt shrugs. 


“Steal something you can’t hurt yourself with next time.” He must read the confusion on 
Jaskier’s face because he continues. “It’s not like you actually stole it,” Geralt points out. 
“You took it out of my bag, but it’s not as if I couldn’t take it back.” 


Jaskier sniffles. 


“But I stole it.” 


Geralt snorts. 


“Badly.” 


Geralt catches what he’s been hunting the next day. So consumed in his own misery and 
residual guilt, Jaskier doesn’t even bother asking what it is. He knows the witcher hates 
having to answer his questions, and he’d rather not push at him any farther than he already 
has. 


He’s perfectly meek and quiet all the way back to the village, not even waggling a single 
eyebrow when Geralt pays for a room to share and grunts at him to share the bed. It’s an 
allowance he hasn’t been given before, and he’s still so fucking guilty he can’t even enjoy it. 


He waits at any moment for Geralt to demand he leave, to pat him down for contraband and 
then send him packing. He’s the best man he knows, the White Wolf, but surely even 
witchers have their limits, and young fae hybrids nicking their weapons is surely one. 


To his utter disbelief, however, the command doesn’t come. 


“These are mine.” 


Jaskier looks up at the sound of Geralt’s voice, blinking in surprise. The witcher’s tone is 
even, and his face unexpressive, but Jaskier still tries to read into the words. Geralt is holding 
a palmful of wrapped sweets in his hand, and a quick glance reveals them to be lemon 
candies, which Jaskier loves. 


And which Geralt hates. 


He frowns, confused. 


“You don’t even like those,” he feels compelled to announce. His own lingering guilt and fear 
of being a burden after stealing Geralt’s dagger aside, it makes no sense why Geralt would 
suddenly decide to forbid candies he doesn’t even like when he’s never denied Jaskier things 
before. They’ve been to three other towns since then, and he hasn’t brought it up. Jaskier’s 
avoided any Mischief to avoid creating any problems since then, so it’s not as if he’s given 
him a pressing need to scold him. 


“They’re mine,” Geralt continues, splitting them between both hands and tucking them into 
his pockets on either side. “So don’t steal them.” 


“Don’t-” Jaskier starts to repeat, a little ashamed that the witcher feels the need to say such a 
thing, until the raise of one of Geralt’s eyebrows fills in blanks between the words, and he 
grins, scarcely daring to believe what he thinks is being implied. “Ah.” 


“They’re mine,” Geralt says once more before he starts going through their bags in search of 
his whetstone. “Not for you.” 


Jaskier snorts. 


“Sure thing,” he says, laying back and looking through his notes once more, one eye on 
Geralt moving through the room. 


His Mischief comes two days later, when he can feel a tremble in his hands and the first 
wriggle in his stomach that tells him he needs to cause problems. 


He’s watched Geralt tuck a couple of lemon candies in his pockets each day, picking out 
where he tends to keep them. When he’s ready, he pounces. 


He waits until they’re in the middle of a market, the press of the crowd jostling them even 
with the larger circle Geralt’s very presence enforces. It’s a silly ruse, this entire situation, 
given that he knows Geralt will realize at once what he’s doing. Still, the setup is enough, and 
when he slips his fingers into Geralt’s pocket and plucks out a lemon drop in one fluid 
motion, he feels relief like a cool balm move through his body, easing his shakes and 
soothing his stomach. 


He catches Geralt watching him from the corner of his eye as his shoulders lose their tension 
and he breathes out a sigh of relief. He gives the witcher a cheeky wink and makes a show of 
turning away to slip the sweet into his mouth, the sweet-tart taste of it almost as good as the 
satisfaction of obtaining it. He sees the slightest hint of amusement around Geralt’s eyes, and 
he grins, sucking on his treat with great delight. 


“Hm,” the witcher says, in a way that sounds almost approving. 


“Hm,” he echoes, agreeing. 


He has a sneaking suspicion that Geralt knows exactly what he’s doing, but so far the witcher 
has remained facing forward, tending the supper he’s caught them over the fire while Jaskier 
sneaks around behind his back, fists full of flowers retrieved from the pot he stashed them in 
earlier. After a few years together, he’s learned the rhythms of their evening routine, which 
has come in very handy for knowing when and where to stash Mischief materials. 


It’s all he can do not to giggle as he weaves the stems through Roach’s luxurious mane, 
which gets ten times the attention Geralt pays to his own hair. Even if the witcher is aware of 
what he’s doing at present, he’s all but forbidden Roach decoration before without actually 
saying to never do it again, which makes it perfectly suitable for Mischief. 


It’s a fine line they’ ve managed over the years, the balance between making something 
technically off-limits for the sake of making it Mischief while also making it clear what it is 
truly unallowable. 


It’s more consideration than he’d ever dreamed of getting, and it thrills him as much as the 
Mischief does each time, knowing he can toe a line drawn clearly for his benefit. 


Roach lips at his pocket while he braids in a line of dog roses, and he gently nudges her soft 
nose away. She stomps at him at that and pins her ears, and he gives her a gesture meant to 
say, “just a minute.” 


Instead, she lets out a whinny in Geralt’s direction, bobbing her head. 


“Tattle tale,” he hisses at her, which gets him only a bump from her shoulder, sending him 
staggering back a couple of paces. 


“Why are you bothering my horse,” Geralt asks flatly, still not turning around. 


“T am doing nothing of the sort!” Jaskier cries, outraged, as he continues doing exactly the 
sort. He hears Geralt snort, but still the witcher doesn’t look over his shoulder. 


Roach gives him one more sullen nicker, displeased at being ignored, and Jaskier rolls his 
eyes even as he snags half an apple he’d stashed away for the purposes of Roach-based 
bribery. Appeased, she holds her peace while he finishes the rest, and he practically bounces 
away when he’s done, plopping down right next to Geralt so close their shoulders touch. The 
witcher gives him one raised eyebrow but doesn’t bother to shove him away like he used to. 


“Almost done?” Jaskier asks hopefully, reaching for a skewer only to have his hand slapped 
away. He reaches for another just to make a point and soon finds himself with both hands 
held by the wrists in an unbreakable grip. He reaches out with his boot, toes pointed. 


“T will break your fucking leg,” Geralt says, no inflection at all in his voice. It’s not a real 
threat he knows, but he’s been enough of a pest to be satisfied. 


He sits quite patiently with his wrists still captured until supper is finally declared ready, and 
he partially helps unbury the potatoes buried in the coals at the side of the pit, mainly by 
poking at them with a stick clumsily until Geralt reaches in with his bare hands to pluck them 
up and set them on the log beside Jaskier’s hip. He fusses as he usually does when the 
witcher does it, but it’s more to keep to their routine than out of any real concern. The 
damage from the heat is minor, and he knows Geralt won’t even be feeling a sting by the time 
they’re done eating. 


“My compliments to the chef,” he says around a mouthful, and Geralt rolls his eyes. 


“So much for those court manners,” he says dryly, and that sparks an ankle-kicking contest 
that carries them through the rest of the meal. 


Once the food is gone, Jaskier begins the very difficult work of laying back and groaning 
contently, his belly full. Geralt doesn’t react, but Jaskier’s known him long enough to know 
that he’ll be pleased at the evidence of being good at killing tasty things and then cooking 
them. The witcher rises to set his cooking kit away, and Jaskier smiles to himself when he 
hears a meaningful exhale when Geralt catches sight of his newly decorated mount. 


“You couldn’t have stopped him?” He hears the witcher ask Roach, and he grins, feeling a 
renewed wash of Mischief flowing through his veins. He closes his eyes, enjoying the 
sensation. 


Roach whinnies in a way that sounds distinctly like, “And why didn’t you?” 


“Ridiculous,” Geralt says under his breath, just loud enough to be heard by bards lounging 
contently by the fire, and Jaskier closes his eyes and basks in the glow of a job well done. 


Much of his Mischief lives in small things, still. With a regular willing target, he doesn’t have 
to go so long between opportunities, and he thrives. Beyond their usual candy charade, 
stealing Geralt’s ale is always good for a little flicker, made all the better if the witcher 
grumbles about it and refuses to let go even as Jaskier moves the tankard to his own mouth. 
His attempt at lap-sitting doesn’t get him much more than a sore tailbone when he’s pushed 
to the floor, but the trying is fun enough to make him keep doing it. 


One of his favorites is using citrus shampoo and not rosemary like he knows Geralt prefers. 
The witcher hates lemon through some quirk of the mutations he won’t talk about, but he can 
at least tolerate orange, which means Jaskier doesn’t feel too much like a dick using it. He 
still catches the slightest little scrunch of Geralt’s nose each time he uses it, though, and he 
grins each time he sees it. Witchers who don’t contribute more than grunts when asked for 
opinions don’t get to pick the shopping, after all. 


“Problem?” He asks sweetly every single time, and if he were a lesser man, he might cower 
under the force of Geralt’s side-eye, a gesture clearly well-practiced after decades of use. 


As it is, he merely redoubles his efforts at giving Geralt a soap updo that would make a court 
lady flush with envy. 


Winter is always a challenging time for him. Away from Geralt, he doesn’t really have a 
willing target unless he stays home for the season, but his mother is often away traveling or 
throwing lavish parties of a nature he doesn’t really want to walk in on. 


(He’s always welcome home, he knows, but he’s learned from one eye-scarring experience to 
let his mother know of his visits we// in advance). 


Oxenfurt proves a fairly good hunting ground for Mischief, all the better when he makes 
faculty and can hide behind the prestige of his position. When a fountain is filled with 
bubbles, after all, no one expects the perpetrator to be a professor. 


Still, whether at Oxenfurt or a foreign court or a large manor, he still has to be cautious with 
his Mischief. With a trapped audience, it wouldn’t be hard to work out who’s behind 
attaching mustaches to statues, and with no Geralt, any consequences are going to be faced 
entirely alone. 


And then comes the fall he eyes the neatly-folded linen of Geralt’s shirts as he sorts through 
their belongings. 


It’s a routine, this separation. Geralt always (rudely) tosses the belongings he’s snuck into the 
witcher’s bags at him and then has his own things washed and folded to be packed away. 
From the snippets he’s pieced together, it’s a long road back to wherever he holes up over 
winter, and he prefers not to take too much laundry with him. He also tends to visit the 
markets before he sets off, stocking up on things like extra potion ingredients and sweets he 
stuffs at the bottom of his bags like Jaskier isn’t going to nose through his things and find 
them anyway, silly thing. 


Now he has an empty room and some perfectly lovely witcher shirts to himself. 


He hasn’t stolen something Geralt hasn’t set up for him to take since the dagger, but they 
meet up every single spring now, so surely it wouldn’t be stealing at this point? He’s also 
made a point of augmenting Geralt’s wardrobe in their years together, so it’s also not as if the 
witcher is hard up for clothing. One little shirt, one of the older ones besides, surely won’t go 
amiss. 


It’s in his hands and then rolled neatly into his bag before he gives it another thought, and 
when he returns, Geralt doesn’t seem to notice a thing. 


He sets off the next day nearly bouncing from the thrill of his purloined bounty, and he 
pauses in his journey several times just to run his fingers over the worn-soft fabric in his bag. 


He barely needs any other mischief the entire winter, instead sleeping in the shirt almost 
every single night, reveling in his stolen loot. 


He gets a look from Geralt when the witcher finds it snuck back in his pack the next spring, 
and he knows that he must smell how soaked it is in his scent, but he gives him his very best 
“Who, me?” look, and the witcher puts it back in his bag with no comment. 


When they part again that fall, there is a single black shirt left neatly folded right beside 
Geralt’s other bags, conveniently left there when the witcher announces that he’ll be out of 
the room for a few minutes. 


The door has scarcely shut when he scurries over and snatches it up, humming excitedly to 
himself when he tucks it deep under his own shirts, giving it an affectionate pat before he 
buckles the satchel shut. 


Geralt returns later and glances briefly to the empty spot where his shirt was just minutes 
before. 


Jaskier doesn’t think he imagines the little smile that crosses the witcher’s face. 


He catches sight of a sparkle and turns his head at once from its place pressed against the 
mattress to track it. His body aches, and he’s exhausted from want of Mischief after an early 
spring spent resisting for the sake of Geralt, who has been overburdened with contracts from 
monsters coming out of hibernation, but his true nature will always prevail, and he can’t help 
but investigate something shiny in his immediate vicinity. 


It’s too often something that needs to belong to him. 


Geralt sees him looking and gives up on rolling the ring between his fingers where it’1l catch 
the light from the window, tossing it lightly into the air and then snatching it away, tucking it 
into his pocket. Jaskier watches the movement with the same focus a hound gives a pheasant. 


“That’s pretty,” he observes. His fingers twitch for want of the pretty thing instead of from 

illness, and it’s a relief, already planning how to obtain it, a distraction from how poorly he 
feels. He knows the answer already from the little show the witcher put on with it, but it’s a 
part of their routine now, this little exchange. “Yours?” 


Geralt gives him the faintest little flicker of a smile. 


“Mine,” he confirms, standing and moving to hoist Jaskier up. He groans and attempts to go 
floppy in protest, but someone has to fluster the market people into not fucking Geralt over. 
“Not for you,” Geralt tells him once he succeeds, shoving Jaskier lightly to the door. 


“Sure thing,” Jaskier says, finger already tingling for the ornament. 


Given how long he’s been without Mischief, Geralt puts his heart into this performance, 
catching him the first few times he reaches for the ring. Each time the witcher gives him a 
cocky smile, and Jaskier can feel his Mischief winding up tighter in his belly when he does. 
The greater the challenge, the greater the satisfaction, and he thinks obtaining that ring might 
be enough to keep him going for a month. 


(He hasn’t had that kind of relief since university when his mother visited him and helped 
him to paint the dean’s office pink, and he’s looking forward to enjoying it). 


He grows a bit frustrated when Geralt keeps thwarting him all day, and eventually the bastard 
even begins moving the ring around in his pockets so that Jaskier can’t actually predict where 
itll be. It’s far more effort than the witcher ever puts into this little game of theirs, and the 
anticipation of the Mischief grows, but so does the frustration of not achieving it. 


He stomps his foot after the witcher moves it from his back pocket when he doesn’t notice 
that afternoon. As lovely as a palmful of Geralt’s ass is, he’s impatient for a new shiny thing 
already. 


“T want it,” he demands. He doesn’t think this would be Mischief, being openly given the 
ring, but every little molecule of his body wants the shiny thing already, and he’s sick of 
being denied. Geralt, though, doesn’t look moved at all. 


“It’s not for you,” he says evenly, and it’s only because he’s known him for so long that he 
can see how much the bastard is enjoying this. “It’s mine.” 


Jaskier narrows his eyes and falls into step behind him when Geralt starts leading them back 
to the inn, tracking every movement of those damnably nimble hands. 


He keeps his peace and bides his time all through supper, and he can tell Geralt’s getting 
suspicious by the time a bath has been drawn in their room. The witcher has moved the ring 
again, but that’s fine. 


Jaskier has plans beyond simple pick pocketing. 


He moves when Geralt has already begun getting his shirt off, the collar of it still around his 
head. The witcher has gotten used enough to his presence over the years that he doesn’t 
startle at first, but Jaskier picks up the way he jumps just a little when he presses his hands 
lightly to the firm muscles of Geralt’s back. 


“Massage?” He asks in a purr, moving his hands in slow strokes over warm skin. He can see 
Geralt’s throat move when he swallows, hard, and he grins, glad the witcher can’t see his 
expression as he moves to his sides and to his hips. ““You’ve been so tense. Really holding 
things back.” 


One hand up to his shoulder, pressing at the muscle. One golden eye glints from the shirt, the 
other still hidden by the fabric, and Jaskier uses the excuse of helping him get the shirt off to 
finally slip two fingers into the pocket with the ring-shaped bulge he grazed before. He can’t 
help the way his eyes shutter closed and his breath comes in a short little gasp when he 
finally has the ring in hand, Mischief washing over him like a wave, making his mind blank 
but for the pleasure of it. 


When he comes back to himself, he finds his hands still on Geralt’s body, bracing himself 
against his suddenly-wobbly knees. Geralt’s shirt is fully off, and his hands are hovering over 
Jaskier’s body, not quite touching but still close enough for the heat to radiate. The witcher’s 
pupils are blown wide, the gold nearly eclipsed by the black. 


Fuck, but he’s beautiful, and Jaskier feels something in his own trousers that’s distinctly less 
welcome in the moment than his new jewelry. Distracting himself before he does something 
embarrassing, he pushes back and forces an easy grin onto his face. He makes sure to use his 
newly-ringed hand to brush his hair back, and he sees Geralt’s eyes catch sight of the 
sparkle. 


“Thief,” he accuses softly, his voice so rough and warm that Jaskier shivers a little at the 
sound. 


“No idea what you’re talking about,” he says, forcing his voice to remain even. It’s not a new 
thing, his crush on Geralt, but it’s been a while since it was this front and center. He makes 
shooing gestures at Geralt, herding him into the tub. “Now get in and scrub. You smell 
awful.” 


The splash of water he gets to the face for that is absolutely uncalled for, but it does serve to 
help cool his libido. 


He practically skips the next morning as they set out, ring glinting on his finger. It’s not as 
ornate as his others, a simple band etched in a repeating pattern of flowers, but the success of 
the Mischief means he’Il likely never take it off. He finds excuses to gesture with that hand 
all day just to let the light catch it, and he sees Geralt watching the movement, a small, subtle 
fond expression playing at the corner of his lips no matter how hard he tries to hide it. 


He stares at his hand for a long time after the mountain, eyes blurring as he looks at the ring 
still on his finger, a stupid little token from a life he’s lost. 


A stupid little token he’d begun to think of as a representation of the bond between him and 
Geralt. 


Teeth bared to fight off the sob that wants to escape, he rips it off of his hand in one rough 
gesture, winding up to throw it off of the whole fucking mountain. With any luck, it'll hit a 
silver-haired witcher right on his stupid fucking head. 


He clenches his fist tightly shut halfway through his toss, lurching with his own momentum 
but keeping hold of the ring, feeling pathetic even as he drops to his knees, curling around his 
fist and pressing it tight to his stomach. 


“T hate you,” he whispers to the ground, knowing even as he says it that it isn’t true. 


Geralt couldn’t have ripped him right in two if it was. 


He tries not to panic when the trembling first starts. 


After so long with the elves providing all of the rule breaking he could ask for, he hasn’t felt 
hunger for Mischief in quite some time, and he curses himself now that he hadn’t thought of 
it. Trapped away in Kaer Morhen, his audience is made up of witchers and magic users, and 
he doesn’t like the odds of pulling something on any of them. He bites his lip against the 
shakes when he’s in their presence, mind automatically cataloging all of the MIschief he has 
to choose from. 


Vesemir he writes off as a target at once. His position as the head of this odd little witcher 
family aside, he gets the distinct impression that the man could kill him with his pinky finger 
while drinking a goblet of wine without any fuss at all, and Mischief won’t help him if he 
gets himself killed over it. With time, maybe it’ll be possible. He gets the sense that there’s a 
softer side beneath all of those severe, Geralt-esque looks that tell him exactly where the 
White Wolf has gotten many of his mannerisms. 


The other Wolves are more likely. Lambert would likely seek retribution, but he doesn’t think 
he’d actually kill him over something so long as he found it funny as well. Eskel would be 
more difficult because he’s just too damn nice, always ready with a smile or an offer of a mug 
of ale or company in the library. Time remains the issue with them as well, though. He 
doesn’t imagine Geralt’s told them much about him over the years, so he’d either have to 
explain that he’s not quite human or he’d have to pull Mischief with no explanation. Perhaps 
with a longer acquaintance it wouldn’t be such an issue, but he just doesn’t know them well 
enough. 


He’s known Ciri since she was a little girl from frequent visits to Cintra. He’d made a point 
of getting to know her in particular on the off-chance that Geralt would ever need to claim 
her. It hadn’t seemed right to him, the possibility that she would be expected to go with two 
total strangers. 


(There’s a cosmic joke there somewhere, the fact that when she was finally claimed, Jaskier 
no longer was). 


Still, she’s been through enough without him pulling some Mischief on her when she hasn’t 
had time to fully find her feet. He remembers traveling with Geralt enough. He doubts the 
girl has had the space or time to fully relax and work through the things she’s gone through. 
For all that he means well, Geralt doesn’t exactly invite heart to hearts. 


Yennefer...well now. 


After all they’ve been through, perhaps she owes him a Mischief or two. 


He’s hesitant with what he actually pulls, sneaking her box of hairpins off of a table when 
she’s not looking. He’d entered her room under the guise of merely being there to needle at 
her, and he’d taken advantage of her bodily removing him to pocket the little box, the rattling 
covered by dire threats against his manhood. 


“My, my,” he tsks, leaning his full body weight back so he’s nearly bent in an arch against 
her. “How very scandalous, giving such thought to my unmentionables. What a thing for a 
lady to contemplate.” 


Yennefer snorts, and he nearly squeaks when she pinches his side, hard. 


“As if your cock hasn’t met more strangers than a diplomat.” 


He laughs at that and finally gives into the shoving. He lingers at the door and lolls 
suggestively against the frame. 


“Well now,” he says in his best purr, lowering his lashes seductively, “if you’ ve ever a desire 
to get into politics...” 


He barely gets out of the way in time when the door slams, and he takes his leave, one hand 
fiddling with the hair pins in his pocket. 


He jumps about a foot in the air when he rounds a corner and nearly runs straight into Geralt. 
He staggers back, and both hands fly up to his chest, sending the box in his pocket flying out 
to clatter on the floor. He can hear his heart start pounding in his ears as the witcher tracks the 


motion and studies the projectile where it lands. It’s not as if Geralt would have forgotten his 
needs, but it’s the first time it’s come up since that fucking mountain. 


“Stealing from Yen?” He asks, and there’s no tone at all in his voice that Jaskier can read. He 
shifts his weight, nervous, and the anxiety doesn’t ease when Geralt finally looks back to 
him, golden eyes piercing. 


He gestures weakly to the box with a shrug, cursing his own bad luck. It doesn’t make a 
difference to the effectiveness of the Mischief to be caught by someone else, especially when 
it’s already done, but he worries now that Geralt will begin to wonder what else he might be 
pocketing around the keep. He’s never stolen anything from the witcher that he didn’t give 
back or wasn’t meant to have in the first place, but any easy understanding between them is 
long gone now. 


“No one else to steal from,” he says with forced casualness. 


It’s meant to be a reassurance, a promise that fucking with the sorceress is enough and no one 
else need worry about sticky fingers around their belongings, but instead something in 
Geralt’s face shutters, the skin around his eyes growing tense. 


Before he can say anything, Geralt moves around him, careful not to touch, and stalks away, 
utterly silent. 


Slowly, he moves to collect his stolen hairpins, kneeling and retrieving the box, resting it on 
his thigh. 


It seems like too much effort suddenly, bothering to get back up. 


“Give them back, you deviant,” Yennefer says, snapping his door open and barging in 
without so much as a courtesy knock. 


Jaskier, used enough to her barging into his room without so much as a “by your leave,” 
doesn’t react, stretching out against his bed and linking his hands behind his head. Yennefer 
scowls at him, but he can tell she’s not truly angry. For all that she might complain still, 
they’ ve become something like friends since their time here, and it’s a relief that she doesn’t 
seem to truly begrudge being the victim of his needs. 


“If you wanted into my bed,” Jaskier says, posing seductively, “you know you’ve only ever 
needed to ask.” 


The witch snorts, moving to begin opening the drawers of his dresser despite his cry of 
protest. He flounders when she flings a pair of braies at his face and manages to toss them to 
the side. All of his clothes since he’s come here have been borrowed or conjured, but he still 
doesn’t want her messing up his organizational system. He bats at her and receives swats in 
return, but finally she stops rummaging through his things. 


“I’m teaching Ciri more potions basics today,” she tells him with exasperation, crossing her 
arms over her chest and hopping onto the top of the dresser, kicking at him with her 
damnably pointy shoe until he moves out of the way from trying to return his trousers to their 
assigned seating. “I’d rather neither of us set our hair on fire, if it’s all the same to you.” 


“Might be an improvement,” Jaskier suggests thoughtfully, ducking when the sorceress 
throws one of her shoes at him with eerily perfect aim. 


When ordered, he retrieves the projectile and even kneels to put it back on for her, adjusting 
the lacing to be firm but not pinch-y. 


“Hey,” Yennefer says, bopping the top of his head until he looks up, swiping at her to get her 
to knock it off. “Is it just the Mischief that has you looking like a kicked dog, or is it 
something else?” 


Jaskier can feel his expression break for the briefest moment before he manages to recover, 
the question stabbing right at things he’s been trying very hard to ignore. 


“Well, it takes a great deal of Mischief to maintain ethereal beauty like mine,” he says 
arrogantly as he rises to his feet. He assumes a pose like his most insufferable cousin. “Not 
that I’d expect you to know anything about that.” 


Yennefer feigns a kick that has him doubling over in instinctual defense of his people pleaser 
before she rolls her eyes. 


“Enough of the court jester routine, bard. It doesn’t suit you. I may not be able to read your 
mind again yet, but that doesn’t mean I don’t have eyes. When you’re not working very hard 
at not staring at Geralt wistfully, you’re scurrying out of his way like he has the plague.” 


“T do not scurry!” Jaskier says at once. 


Yennefer raises a dubious eyebrow. 


“T don’t,” he says hotly, flopping down onto his bed and nudging the witch for the principal 
of the thing when she drops down beside him until she retaliates with one of the daggers she 
calls elbows. When their squabble is ceased with a truce, they’re silent for a long moment. 
Finally, she reaches for his hand. He flinches on reflex, and she shifts her grip to his forearm, 
hesitating for a long moment before she commits. He covers her hand with his other, 
squeezing gently in a silent thank you. 


“You weren’t the only one hurting on that mountain,” Yennefer says quietly, and Jaskier 
suddenly feels like the biggest heel of them all. He hasn’t been meaning to mope, but he also 
hasn’t been not moping either. 


“I’m sorry,” he says just as quietly in response, squeezing her hand again. She slaps at him 
lightly. 


“Don’t apologize to me. It doesn’t suit you.” 


“Everything suits me.” He gets another slap at that, but he takes it with grace. When he 
speaks again, it’s almost in a whisper. “How do you do it?” 


“Hm?” The response almost makes him want to tease her about emulating a certain mutual 
acquaintance of theirs, but that’s not something he wants to poke at at present. 


“T’ve seen both of you, making plans and working together. You look just as close as you did 
before, like nothing ever happened.” He clenches his jaw briefly. How have you gotten what I 
want twice? is the bitchy question he can’t actually bring himself to ask. 


She turns on her side towards him, and he pretends he can’t feel a prickle on his skin under 
the force of those violet eyes. After a moment, she reaches up and taps lightly at his cheek 
until he turns to face her, scowling. She pinches his cheek at the expression, and he slaps at 
her. 


“He doesn’t love us the same way,” she says, and Jaskier stills at that, all levity dropping as 
the words jab at him. How fucking humiliating, to hear such a thing from a would-be lover’s 
lover. He wants to say something nasty in response out of force of habit, but he can’t think of 
anything that could hurt as badly even if he did want to try. “He and I loved the idea of each 
other.” 


He frowns at that. 


“You seemed quite literal with the loving when J saw you,” he says with a significant look, 
and she flicks him on the nose. 


“There are tomcats less horny than you,” she says conversationally before her tone is serious 
once more. “You were always so jealous of me, and I never understood it, not really. You 
hated the days I got with him when you had years.” 


He opens his mouth to argue, but she presses a hand to his lips. He contemplates licking her. 


“A part of me will always love him, and it’s the same with him for me. I don’t think either of 
us would ever be able to stop that, even if we wanted to.” Jaskier is really regretting ever 
letting her into his room. “But we aren’t in Jove, Jaskier. I don’t know that we ever were, not 
really.” She removes her hand from his mouth, and he turns away from her, studying the 
ceiling with focus it doesn’t really need. 


“T thought you were stupid,” he tells her honestly. “You had him all to yourself, warming 
your bed and holding your hand and willing and ready to give you his heart, and you kept 
walking away.” He bites his lip briefly, wondering if he should say the rest of what he wants 
to. Finally he decides fuck it. It’s not as if she hasn’t already seen him at his absolute worst, 
after all. The shaky nights in her room while she healed his hand in short bursts would gain 
her such a confession if nothing else. “I’ve loved him since I met him. It wasn’t instant, not 
like in fairy tales, but it’s been so long now I can’t remember not feeling it. I’m not sure I 
know how any more.” 


She doesn’t respond other than a gentle squeeze to his arm. 


After a long while, she sits up and leans over him, bracing one arm on either side of his waist. 
He raises his eyebrows in a question. It’s been a while, after all, and of anyone else in the 
keep, she’s likely his best option for a least-consequences fuck. She reads the question and 
rolls her eyes, slapping his side in answer. 


“He’s fucked up,” she tells him plainly. “So are you. So am I. We’re all fucked up, Jaskier.” 


“How very sunny you’re becoming in your old age,” he says dryly, getting another pinch for 
it. 


“Enough witticisms. I’m trying to stop you from looking like the world’s saddest ghoul 
lurking around the keep.” 


He brings his knee up in a carefully-measured blow, and that sparks a brief wrestling match 
that ends with him still stuck on his back, wrists pressed to either side of his head. It’s a mark 
of how low he’s sunk that he’s only academically interested in the implications of such a 
position. 


“You’re making yourself miserable trying to punish him,” she says, and that kills even the 
scarce scenario he’d begun drawing up in his head. He shoves at her with enough force to 
make it clear that he’s serious about being released, and she obliges at once. He sits up and 
swings his legs over the side of the bed, resting his forearms on his knees and bending over. 
He senses her moving and thus isn’t too badly startled when she leans against his back and 
wraps her arms around his shoulders. 


“I’m not trying to punish him,” he says softly. “Even now, I don’t want him to hurt. But I-” 
He cuts himself off, bites his lip briefly. She squeezes her arms around his shoulders in 
support. “But I don’t want to hurt either.” 


Yennefer hums thoughtfully, leaning her weight more heavily against him. 


“Has it occurred to you that he might want the same thing?” 


He doesn’t respond, and Yennefer doesn’t push, squeezing him in one more embrace before 
leaving, ruffling his hair just to be a brat before she goes. 


Jaskier doesn’t even fuss at it, too lost in his own thoughts. 


No one in the keep bothers locking their doors, but there are still locks and keys. 


He knows from a quick glance in passing that Geralt’s are hung on a little hook right inside 
his room, and it’s the work of a moment to slip in when the witcher’s out and snag them, 
pocketing them easily and moving back to his room. It gives him a little flicker of Mischief, 
but it’s nearly drowned beneath his own nervous anticipation. 


As he’d known would be the case, Geralt is at his door soon after, knocking tentatively and 
then poking his head in after a soft call to enter. It’s horribly endearing, such a large man 


looking so unsure in his doorway, and it goes a long way towards Jaskier inviting him with a 
pat to join him on the bed. 


Having given so much thought to how he was going to open the conversation, he’s mildly 
disgruntled when Geralt speaks first. 


“Steal from who you want,” he says, and Jaskier frowns. He hadn’t expected Geralt to say 
much at all, and this was certainly not a topic he would have predicted. Geralt appears to 
misread his expression and continues before he gets a chance to speak. “I mean it. I'll explain 
to the others if you want. Take your Mischief where you need.” 


“Do you...” He trails off, frowning deeper. He doesn’t know what to do with that. “Do you 
not... want me to Mischief you?” 


“T don’t-” Geralt cuts himself off with a frustrated exhale, and it’s a noise Jaskier recognizes 
from years together, a sign that the witcher can’t find the words he wants. It usually precedes 
a grand storming away, so it’s mildly surprising when he keeps his place and keeps talking. “I 
don’t want you to be afraid here. You can always steal from me, always,” the assurance sends 
little butterflies through his belly, and he thinks a little dizzily that the absurdity of the words 
with such a sincere tone will be something he can be amused by one day, “but it doesn’t just 
have to be me.” He exhales again, but this time it seems more resigned, his shoulders 
rounding with the movement. “I know I hurt you, Jaskier, and I want to start over, but it’s 
always been about what I want.” He looks at Jaskier then, and there’s so much guarded hurt 
and hope in those eyes that it nearly takes his breath away. “That hasn’t been fair to you. I 
want to do better by you, but that can’t start by me not listening to you and what you want.” 
A wry, remorseful little half-smile crosses his face. “After the mountain, I think you’ve heard 
plenty from me.” 


That’s all, well. That’s... 


“Did you mean it?” He asks, trying and failing to keep his voice completely even. “What you 
said on the mountain?” It’s what’s haunted him since the day it happened, wondering if it was 
just meant to hurt him or if it was coming from words repressed for too long. 


“No,” Geralt says at once, leaning forward in his earnestness before he catches himself. 
“No,” he repeats, sitting back. “Jask, ve done plenty of foolish things I regret in my life, and 


the mountain will always be one of them. I was angry. Angry and stupid.” He exhales a huff 
of a laugh, a noise with no humor in it. “I had a trainer once who said no amount of skill 
would save you if you went into something angry. Should have listened better, I guess.” 


“You hurt me,” Jaskier says plainly, and he sees Geralt flinch. “Fuck, Geralt, I didn’t know I 
could hurt like that.” 


Geralt just looks at him, golden eyes brimming with so many words he knows the witcher 
just can’t get in order the way he wants. 


“But,” he says at last, and he catches the first fragile flicker of hope cross Geralt’s face, “I’m 
so tired of being angry at you.” He smiles just a little. “You’re damnably likable, you know. 
Very inconvenient.” 


“T can work on that,” Geralt says, teasing, and it feels so good to hear the hint of their old 
dynamic returning that he feels almost as good as he would pulling Mischief. 


For the first time in months, he starts to think his life might not be over after all. 


Jaskier pulls back just enough from kissing Geralt to start working at his shirt, pulling it up 
over his head with rough, uncaring motions, impatient for his lips once more. After a failed 
pickpocketing leading to a playfight leading to a blurted confession, they’ve been remarkably 
chaste in their little courtship, mostly still keeping to held hands and stolen kisses for all that 
they’ve shared a bed ever since. 


Tonight, however, Jaskier is ready to find out if his many years of dreaming got close to the 
mark. 


When the witcher obliges, he moans into the kiss, and Jaskier sneaks his hands down to the 
waistband of Geralt’s trousers, slipping his fingertips beneath the fabric and pressing, feeling 


Geralt shudder with the sensation. When he moves to slip one hand deeper in, he finds his 
wrist captured, and he leans back with a raised eyebrow to find Geralt giving him a positively 
wicked smile. 


“Not for you,” he says teasingly, and Jaskier blinks. 


And then he grins. 


“We'll see about that,” he says, crowding Geralt back until he topples onto the bed with a 
bounce and a laugh. 


(Jaskier does, in fact, get his hands on exactly what he wants). 


(He always does, after all). 
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